HO                LETTERS TO AN  UNKNOWN

asked myself often why you do not come to
the south of France, and never find a reason.

CLI.

MOULINS, September 27, 1852.
I HAVE had for forty-five hours such a
disposition to congestion of the brain that
I felt as if I were going to the land of the
shades. I was absolutely alone and I treated
myself, or, rather, did not treat myself at all,
for I was in a state of physical and moral
prostration which would have made painful
the least exertion. I felt some annoyance
at the thought of going to an unknown
world; but it was still more annoying to re-
sist. It is through brutal resolution, I think,
that one quits this world; not because illness
triumphs, but because one has become indif-
ferent to everything and makes no defence.

CLII.

CARABANCHEL, September n, 1853.
WHEN I arrived here they were preparing
to celebrate the anniversary of the hostess.rary of valuable manuscripts, which have been
